


Tb^ Tra^idie 

Aks peoie ^ulc, I enuie not tfiy glory, 

*ro feeiJctny humor, wi^hthyfelfoaoharme. 

Drtt.GU, No, when he that is my husband now* 

C?ame to me 1 followed //e«r/«cour(e, 

When the blood was fearfe walht from his hands, 

Which ifliied from my other angell husband. 

And that dead faint, whicn then 1 weeping followed, 
O.When I (ay, I lookc on Rtchardf face. 

This was my widi.be thou quoth I accutft. 

For making me (b yong (b old a widow. 

And whenxhou wedd, let,(brrow haunetby bed) 

And be thy Wife; if ariy ke (p badde 
As milerable by the death of tliee. 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loc cuen [ can repeate this curie againe, 

£uenin foftidh afpace,m5' womans heatc 
Oofly grew captiucto his hony words. 

And prou’d the fubie^is of mine owne Ibules curie, 
Which eucr firice hathkept mine cyhs from fleepe. 

For ncuer yec, one liourc in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed the golden dcw of fleepe. 

But haue bene waked by bis timerous dreames, 

Belides he hates me for my father H'arwiekSt 
u^nd will fli'ortly be rid of me. 
j 2«; .<dlas pootC foule, I pltty thy complaints. 

Dut.Gla. No nr.ore then from my (bule I mourtiefor youfi 
Qm. Farewell, thou woefull wclcomer of glory. 

Dnt. g lo. w^due poore Ibule thou takeft thy leaue of it. 
Dut,Tor.Go thou to RUhrucndti good fortune guidetbet 
Go thou to 2?Jci4rd,andgood jdngcls guard thee, 

Go thou to faHi3uary,good thoughts polTefte thee, 

I to roy graue where peaceandreft lie with me, 

Eighty old yearcs oflorrow bauel fecne. 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of tecnc. 


7 * he tr«trjfeu femd^ Enter Rjchardci 

hanif Cateshy^withotherTs^ehles 
JTrarf.StandaJla part,CGufeoof Bfuk*n£ham, 

Giu. me thy hand j Here he afeends hU thr^ 


tnr- 


Thus high by thy aduicc 

^dd tby effiflante « King RiehArd fcated .• 

Bu' (hall we Were theft honours for a day? 

0i (hall they laft and we reioyce in them? 

3»c, Still lioe they.and foreuer may they laft. 

Jf/nf , O Buckingham now I doe play the touch, 

1 o try if thru be currant gold ndeedet 

Tof\^ Edward lines ithinke now what I would fay 
Say on roy gracious foumigne. 

Ktrg Why Buckingham 1 fay I would be King. 

But Why 1<'C you ate my thrice renowned Liege, 
King, Ha : am 1 King ? tis fo.but Edward hues. 

Buc, True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter cotilequenee. 

That f d*r4rd fHll (hould Hue true noble Prioce, 

Cou(f n thou wert not wont to be fo dull , 

Shall Ibeplainel wilh the baftardsdead, 

^nd I would haueitfuddainly perfotmde. 

What (aieft theu ? (peake fuddcnly,be btiefe, 

Buc, Teat grace may dot your pleafuie. 

King, Tut,tut, thou art all yce, thy kindcneffc fteezeth, 
Say,hauel thy, conftnt that they ffial! die ? 

Bne. Giue me fome breath my Lord, 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein’: 

I will refolue your grace imediatlic.- 
Cat. The King is angry fte he bites bis Hp. 

KingJ will coHuerfe with iron wittiefoolesy 
.^nd Tnrefpefliue , nonearefor rae 
That looke into me with conlidcratc eyes : 

£a;,higk. reaching But ingham growca circumfpei^o 

Boy, Lord. 

Ring. Kno wft thou BOC any wbOrne corrupting gold 
Would tempt vhto a clofe exploirof death. ^ 
l^^.MyLord,Ikno’Wadi(conceiited<YeFicle{ ‘ 


Whole huit>b!e meanes maccht not his haughty 
Gold were as good ;as twenty Orators, ' 

audwill no doubt tempt hfim to any ihit^. 

King. What is bis name ? 

%. His name my lord, is TcrrMI. 
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